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Blasphemia 


Author's Notes: 
special thanks to venusinourblood for helping me with this ideal Ville and Nergal is such a cute ship... 


please leave a review and enjoy! 


It'd had only been a few months that Nergal was friends with the illustrious Ville Valo. The two were from 
completely different spectrums of metal but still managed to find common ground mainly because Ville was 
from a nation that does black metal exceptionally well. Nergal thought of him as a deep, passionate man and 
Ville found his friend to be confident and outspoken. They loved that about each other and from there even 


more feelings began to grow. 


The two managed to find some time to spend together in France, where Ville had a particular surprise in store 
for his Polish companion. 
He wasn't religious, and he definitely knew Nergal wasn't, but the rides around France gave him a bit of an idea. 


Maybe- just for tonight -he would be able to show him the perks of the Church. 


Nergal had been out a little while longer to go grab something sweet, leaving Ville time to get ready for when 


he would return. He was sincerely thankful France had an abundance of sex shops, or else he wouldn't have 
been able to snag such a good outfit for the occassion When he pulled it out, he smiled to himself and shed 
his clothes to put it on 


About ten minutes later, Nergal came back with some wine and a few bags. 


"I got lots of stuff for us, Ville," Nergal said excitedly as he closed the door. "Some fancy as hell wine, some 


cho- wait, what're you doing?" 


Nergal had turned around to find the Finn covered in the large blanket on the bed, smiling. He looked like he had 
a dirty little secret to tell. 


"You look so silly like that," Nergal laughed. He set the bags down on the floor, and strided over to the bed, 
sitting down next to him. "What're you hiding?" 


"Nothing of too much importance, love," Ville said, his smooth baritone music to Nergal's ears. 


"Really? It's got to be somewhat important if you're hiding.” The Polish man tugged at the soft covers, trying 
to get Ville to open them. He laughed and instead got off of the bed 


"Okay, I'll show you." 


The Finn slowly let the covers fall off his head, cascading down his shoulders and slumping on to the floor. 
What it revealed was a nun costume that fit tightly along his lithe frame. Around his neck rested a silver 
crucifix. The dress was long, touching the dark red carpet of the hotel room. 

Nergal rested himself on his hands and gave a light whistle. He did have a thing for nuns, and seeing Ville as 


one was no exception 
"So that's what you're hiding.. what's the occasion?" Nergal asked with a smirk on his face. 


"Seeing all the gorgeous churches here gave me a bit of an idea, so l.. hit up a local sex shop and bought this. 
For your entertainment only, of course." Ville let his green eyes trail down Nergal's body, resting at the ever 


growing bulge in his pants. 


"You're going to be a naughty little nun for me?" Nergal asked, his voice growing soft as Ville got closer to 


him. He wrapped the rosary around his hand and pulled him close enough to where their noses touched. 


‘More than that" Ville pressed his soft lips against Nergal's, moaning quietly as he felt the other vocalist's 
tongue slide into his mouth. He broke the kiss, however, and began to trail down his neck, hands scaling up his 
shirt and pulling it over his head, throwing it to the side. He continued to kiss down Nergal's chest until he 
rested on his knees between his legs. Ville slowly unbuckled Nergal's belt, keeping eye contact the whole time, 
and unzipping the fly of the jeans. Then, with agonizingly slow movements, Ville reached into Nergal's pants and 


pulled his erection free. 


„And my God, it was a lot bigger than Ville thought it would be. For a second he stared at it, awestruck, 
wondering how he could get that to fit in his mouth and even worse, in his ass. But it made him feel hot, his 
own cock stirring underneath the dress. This was something he hadn't felt before. 


‘| want you to pour all of your sins into me, love," Ville purred, his hand slowly stroking the base of Nergal's 
cock while his tongue ran under the head. The Polish man groaned and lurched his head back, almost trembling 
under the warm, sinfully wet cavern of Ville's mouth. His tongue ran along the underside of the shaft as he 


took more into his mouth, bobbing his head. What he couldn't fit into his mouth he focused on stroking with 
his right hand. His left hand lazily palmed the front of his own crotch, moaning softly against the friction 


Nergal looked down and put his hand atop Ville's head, wishing he could grab a handful of the Finn's pretty hair 
and pushing him into closer, but the headdress prevented him from doing so. Either way, he loved the way 
Ville's eyes fluttered shut, his cute pink lips stretching around his cock. 


"Fuck, Ville-" Nergal panted, feeling a tightness coiling inside of him, threatening to unravel at any moment. "I'm 


gonna cum soon." 


Ville took the cock from his mouth and smiled. "Go ahead," he said casually, then went back to lightly sucking on 
the head. 

With that Nergal gripped the headdress tighter, laid on his back and groaned loudly as he came, hips jerking up. 
Ville stayed in his place and felt his own cock jump as he felt the load hit his tongue and go into his throat. It 


almost tasted sweet. 


Nergal's chest rose and fell with each deep breath he took, sitting back up again But a hand on his chest 
pushed him back into the bed and he watched Ville straddle him, coming up and kissing him again. Nergal's 
hands ran along the fabric of the dress and pushed it up, finding the Finn's legs and feeling.. stockings? 

The Polish vocalist sat up and wrapped Ville's legs around his waist, picking him up and scooting to the center 


of the bed. 


"What're you wearing underneat there, hm?" Nergal asked, his voice deep in Ville's ear, making him shiver. "It 


feels like nylons.” 
"You want to see?" 


Nergal nodded and laid against the pillows so he could sit up properly, watching Ville bunch up the long dress 
and pull it up. Underneath the black there were white stockings that reached up to his thighs, connected to 
matching lace garters with a small bow. He was also wearing matching lace panties that did nothing to hide is 


own erection. The sight made Nergal grow hard again. 


"You really got into the role, didn't you?" Nergal noted, tracing the tattoo on Ville's stomach with his finger. 
"Better yet lets take this off of you." He reached around and searched for the zipper that rested against the 
backside of the dress, pulling it down and helping Ville out of it. He kept the headdress and rosary on. 


Pulling the panties off, Ville reached over into the nightstand and pulled the drawer open and took out a small 
tube, pulling the cap off and putting some on his fingers. He leaned in and kissed Nergal again, their tongues 
melding together. Ville slowly pushed his index finger into his ass, tensing then relaxing, adding another and 
scissoring. Nergal drank in his small whimpers and the shivers that went down his lean body. 

With another finger in, Ville crooked his fingers and brushed against the sweet spot in him, shuddering and 
letting out a breathless gasp. 


"Nergal, please, put it in me," he begged. "No condom or anything." 

"You sure?" 

"Yes, darling; | want to feel you, even after this is all over." 

With that Nergal aligned his cock with Ville's hole, watching the Finn slide down until he was fully inside of him. 
It took a little bit for him to adjust but when he did he slowly began to move his hips, wrapping his arms 
around Nergal's neck. 

Nergal watched him ride his cock, his hands gripping into the soft ivory flesh of Ville's ass. Ville made a 
whimpering noise and shifted his hips a tad quicker. 

Then he felt Nergal's cock hit perfectly against his prostate and the Finnish vocalist let out a low moan, 
repeating the movement so it could happen again. 

"Fuck, Adam, you feel so good,” Ville moaned, "So, so fucking good, darling- ah!" 

Nergal had pushed the vocalist on to his back, straddling over him. Each thrust he made hit Ville's prostate 
perfectly, sending tremors through his body. The Polish man took Ville's hard, weeping cock into his hands and 


stroked him just in time with his thrusts. All the movements made Ville's head swim, moaning uncontrollably. 


"You feel so good around me, babe," Nergal panted. "So tight, so gorgeous with my cock all the way inside you. 


l'm gonna-" 

Ville wrapped his legs around Nergal's waist, pushing him in deeper. 

| want all of it, all of your ‘sin’. please cum inside of me, Adam." 

With that and a few more thrusts Nergal arched his back, cumming inside of the vocalist with a low, gutteral 
moan. Ville followed soon after, releasing into Nergal's hand and on his own stomach. 

The two laid in bed together, having opened up one of the bottles of wine. The room smelled of sex and alcohol, 


as well as the cigarette Ville had currently lit, but both were content. 


"I noticed something during all that," Ville finally said, turning to Nergal. The Polish man looked back at him. 


"And that is?" 


"Your cock. Its circumsized. That's a religious thing." Ville took a drag from the cigarette. "You used to be 


religious?" 
"Well, you know. | am from Poland” 
Ville nodded and smiled, kissing the man's cheek. "Maybe next time you can play a priest?" 


Nergal smiled in return "I like the sound of that" 


